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man, I've got you; and I mean to see if I can't wipe off all
scores with you.  YouVe served out your last floggings/
The intensity of passionate hate in the bushranger's tone
seemed at first to appal McGuffin, a tall, weather-beaten,
swarthy man with unusually stern features, but by the close
of the leader's tirade he recovered his nerve and self-
possession.
'Well, you infernal, cold-blooded, murdering, treacherous
ruffian/ he said, giving better than he had got, 'and what
can you do, after all, but only take my life, and that you may
do, and be damned. Yes, I have had hundreds of such
loathsome, crawling slugs as you and your mob flogged*
And IVe one comfort left yet, and that is that neither God
nor man can keep you much longer from the gallows, for
the Devil has almost done with you, and Jack Ketch must
soon get his due in choking you and your loblolly boys. So
you may do your worst. I defy you 1*
This front of indomitable boldness seemed to paralyse the
bushrangers, though almost at his first word Foxley had
deliberately cocked a pistol and levelled it at McGuffin's
head. As he went on, Foxley seemed to hesitate in his pur-
pose, though the gathering storm on his brow revealed the
deepening intensity of his rage, while Smith and McCoy
stood gaping as though under the enchantment of the pris-
oner's audacity* The instant McGuffin ceased speaking,
however, McCoy, suddenly livid with a tide of rage, felled
him with a blow from the butt end of his musket, at which
a loud shriek burst from one of the onlooking girls, who
sank senseless to the floor.
'Now, by all my hopes of a black revenge/ said Foxley,
*I*m glad you knocked the bragging bully down; for I was
on the point of shooting him, and it would have been ten
thousand pities he should get so easy a death. Is he hurt
211